BACK THEN, 1 OINTT REALLY KNOY 
WHO | WAS. 


Vee et, qn TH DEATH 
ae JENNY | 


JEN AGAI 


+» Pinot Grigio, 


~ obviously: 


HERS LIKE Me. OTHE 
uo wee Me, IM Sone Ny 


BUT WHO WERE APART FROM Me IN WAYS! 
1 COULD NEVER’ HAVE IMAGINED. 


imi ight get 


lusty... 


T thought I’ told 
you. I'm 


ashock when you 
First find out, | kno 


B-but... all these people... | mean, 
| had this Reling, you Know, 

| that there were others, but. 

[all the same... 


You'll get used to it, dear. 
Come along, I'll introduce 
‘you 40 0 Zouple of people 

before the service 

‘starts, 


= 


But that's a... oat! And that's a man, 


[Weare as infinite) 
in shape ona style ) 


that one's games- she’s 
transsexval, true, but at the 
moment pre-operative, As far 
as l'm concerned, she’s stil a 


Uenny Crerywhere? 


But I’m... We're.» 


Shifters, we are each of us the same... 
yeb unique in creation. It is our gift to know ourselves 
like no others do, yet we may rarely meet. And 
when we do, it is rarely a happy time. 


We come together in dreams only 
when one of our number has gone. Hovw 
and why does not matter. But Jenny 

Everywhere is dead, 


As we lay her to rest, i gia pause Ror our | 
and bea We won't 


eet the bastard only went and 
cancelled. Should | meet you in town’ ¥ 


What? Uh... 
no, think! 


cm ie 


[Po Never BE ON My OWN AQAIN. i 


